THE KONUNG OF WHITE WALLS

to bring him news of the Prince's return. Though, if
no bad news got to him, he would not naturally come
back until autumn: the Emperor would need him for
a summer campaign. But almost certainly he would
hear from somebody or another as soon as either
land-ways or water-ways were open. And this was
just how it happened, though not till well on in spring
when the larch woods were bright with young sweet-
smelling leaves and rosy cones, and the cherry woods
lovelier still, and the new cornfields like green fur on
the soft and rippling beast that was the April land.
Most days Sveneld had ridden afield, often alone,
letting it in through eyes and mouth and nostrils, by
ears too, as the shrill, leaping larks rose all round him
as he rode. He came back to White Walls late, in the
end of the long evenings. It was on one of these
dusks that he met the news that Prince Bracislav was
only a day's march from the town walls.

The man had been at the castle an hour before
Sveneld had come in; he had told it all to Yuri, and
eaten and drunk since the telling. He was an odd
little man called Gzak, a heathen, and an amazing
rider. When he had told, Sveneld said: 'Now you
must get through a message somehow to Ingolf and
the Varangs there.'

But Gzak said: 'Ingolf is dead; he died of eating
sea snails with the Emperor. Rogvar is leader now/

Sveneld said: 'Rogvar has hated me ever since I
got his girl three years ago. He will turn the others
against me too.' And he looked at Yuri.
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